
The Tragedie cf Richard B.of 

Sf\nd!n t 0U r ^ rcakc an, ' un *^ caches to raigncone 

j„i j ir J , T n ° C , Ce the wa y to f ai, c your oath. 

And djfpoffefle king Henry from the Crowne. 

IT} r| Cthe 'f <Z)/ ^ ,ct mc heare thy deuife. 

Feins nhtf CIlt us , m y^ or ^-Anoathisofno moment 
2i D r re a] ^full Magiflratej 

A n j , one >buc doth vlurpe your right. 

Then nof r U f S u aCC ^ r Jntls boun <d-to him by oath, 

i hen noble father refolue your ftlf'e, * 

And once more claime the Crowne, 

I am L ’l f dl0U lo b °y- fwh y then it ihall be fo. 
lam relolued to win the crowne or die. 

Widfwhomri? 1 to f dm ™ dB ™Ae Lord Cobban, 

With whom the Kemijhntsn will willingly rife: 

And bid the Duke to mulder V p lils fouldiersf 
a j°nj c to me to Wakefield prcfently. 

a j I • J m 4 dl0U to Lmcion riraighf /halt poaft. 

And bid Tffcn^rd NeutU Earle of Warwick? 

do Jeaue the Citte ; and with his. men of war 
To meet me at lainr Albom , ten daics hence, ’ 

My felfc hecic in Smdall cable will prouide 
Uoth men and money tofurder our attempts 
Now what newesf 1 , ~ 

Accompanied with die Earles o (Cumberland, 
J^rthumberjand^ irdw tflmerland , and othersofehe 
noulc otL^cafier^rc marching towards Wakefield, 
i o befiedgeyou in your Caftie heere.. 

r r a f” tC Z $ tr an ^ Sw Hugh Mortimer , ' 

A , J 5 namc ,ec t,leni c6n *> ’ Coufen zJWotJta* 
guepoait you hence; and boies,(tayyou with me. 

Sir John and Sir Hugh or timers mine vneies, 

JL^ re welcome to Smdall in an happy houre, 
i he armie of the Queene means to b efiedge 

Sir 
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TorktjdHd titnrle the fat. 

Sir John. She fhal not need my Lord,vveele meet her \n ^ 
Tor. What with fine thoufand fouldiers vndc, ( 
RichX father, with hue hundred for a-^eed, 

A woman’s generally <bo«iM you feare^ 
ror.Indeed many brauc battailcs haue I won 
In Normandy ^yhtn as the enemie .. , , 

Hath bin ten to'onc: and; why fhould I now doubt 


RiitiUndjand hts 1 utor. 

Tutor . Oh flic my Lord, lets leauc the Cable, 

And flic to wJtefield ftraighr,. j f 

Enter Clifford. . . . 

Tut.O Tutor lookc where bloody Clifordcamc*. 

Qtf. Chaplin awaie.thy ptieffhood faues thy hie, 

A s for the brat of thac accurfed Duke 
Whofe father flew my father, he. fliall die. 

Tutor. 0\t Clifford fparc this tender Lord,lcaiT heauen 

Reuenge It on thy head : Oh faue his life. 

Clif.Souldievs awaie,and drag him hence perforce? 

Awaie with the villaine. Sxit the Chaplin. 

How now,what dead already for is it fcarethac 
Makes him clofe his eicsflie open them. 

Rut, So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Iambe, 

And fo he walkes intuiting ouer his praie. 

And fo he turned againe to rend his limbes in funded 
Oh (fiifford 3 fo\i me with thy fword,and 
Nor with fuch a cruell threatning lookc. 

I am to meane a fubieft for thy wrath, 

Be thou rcuengd on men and let me liue. 

Clif , In vainc thou fpeakefl poorc boy : my fathers blood. 
Hath ftopt the pafTage where thy words fhould enter, 

Rut. Then Jet my fathers blood ope it againe. 

He is a mamand Clifford^ ope vyith him. 

Clif Had I thy Brethren heere,their Hues and thine 
Were not reuenge fuffreient for me, 

Ba> Or 






